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Rating: NC-pretty frelling-17!
Notes: Takes place immediately after Suns and Lovers, early in Season 3 when no one has yet died in this the Season of Death.  Don’t be looking for a plot, now.  Standalone and complete.

_______________________ 

from Suns and Lovers

Crichton enters the bar, passing behind Zhaan and Stark, and approaching Aeryn, hands her a bottle of 'water', and a hand up. 
JOHN: Been, ah... thinking about that thing we talked about. About charity, and ah... maybe... 
AERYN: Maybe you were right. We should do nothing. 
JOHN: What about body fluids? 
They both grin.
AERYN: There'll be a back log.

_______________________ 



There was always a period of settling down after one of their little adventures.  Granted Moya’s crew was beginning to develop a standard protocol for as often as that happened.  However, this time, the residual tension hung thick in the air as D’Argo and Chiana retreated to opposite ends of the tier after Jothee’s silent departure, while Stark hovered close to Zhaan at all times, at once solicitous and smothering in his near-frantic worry over her.  Rygel was off on some Hynerian gastronomic indulgence, while Pilot and Moya settled into repairing the gaping hole left by the blown door when they jettisoned the annoying and dangerous Borlik into the path of the storm. 

Which left John Crichton and Aeryn Sun stuck in an atmosphere of vague sexual tension that drove him to hide in his quarters, while she made her now-obsessive nocturnal rounds of the ship.  He lay there in the quarter-light, staring up at the golden ribs of Moya’s bulkhead, wearing only an old and comfortable pair of boxers, thinking distractedly about body fluids and backlogs.  One hand was tucked behind his head while the other was stroking his erection in a friendly distracted sort of way.  

I’ve got two hands, Aeryn.  I can alternate, I can release all the tension I want.  I don’t need your charity.

And I don’t need your emotions.  But we can have sex, if you like. 

Right there, in the narrow confines of the access tunnel, damn if his cock didn’t wake right up, despite all his verbal protestations to the contrary.  And he still might have gotten away without too much damage if not for her capper - 

What are you afraid of, John?

Mama Crichton’s baby boy had the usual knee-jerk responses to challenges like that, and he hated that she found his buttons so easily.  A visual of Aeryn Sun, turning to face him on the platform, unzipping her leather vest, pulling it open, a glimpse of the pale swells of soft flesh, just before … he unconsciously slipped his hand into the waistband of his boxers for the much more satisfying skin-on-skin contact.  He sighed, his cock hardening in familiar fashion in his hand, ushering him on his way to yet another tension-releasing act of body fluids backlog reduction.  Earlier in the access tunnel, the space-temblor had conveniently thrown Aeryn against him, her strong back and tight buttocks pressed invitingly if briefly against him in just the right places, the slide of smooth alabaster skin, the thick silky fall of heavy dark hair, the heady aroma of leather and chakkan oil and the singular AerynSun spice that he could’ve picked out in a convention of farting hynerians hovering over a steaming peat bog.  That little moment of too-tight too-nice proximity was a reminder that his cock would not soon allow him to forget, even if he had to go deal with intelligent space storms, genocidal zealots, maniacal pilots, cheating girlfriends and sons, and one heartbroken Luxan teetering between hyper-rage and suicidal breakdown.  Not to mention worrying about Aeryn crawling around in waste chutes looking for lost children…

He tightened his grip on his happily-participating cock and stroked a little more firmly, making himself linger over the sense memory of her cool smooth skin and her AerynSun spiced hair surrounding him, so close, so warm, so here -- 

“You’re still awake,” that low sexy inimitable contralto emerged from the vicinity of the dark doorway, and caused him to jerk his hand back, and trying to seem casual and sleepy at the same time.  To no great degree of success.  At least in the dim light, she might miss the flush of the heated blood rushing to his face.  Small mercies…

“You’re – uh - up, too.”  Oh yeah, good comeback.

Still recovering from rudely thwarted arousal and misplaced embarrassment, he didn’t hear her peacekeeper-stealthy steps until she was across the room and hovering over his bed.  And then, without discernible transition in space and time, her weight came down on him in preternaturally efficient spots to immobilize him, and it was too damn late.  His body instinctively reacted to throw off his attacker, but she anticipated him easily, shifting her slighter weight in perfect counter-balance to steal his leverage and keep him on his back.  

He stared up at her, his wrists pressed into the bed on either side of his head, her hips and legs pressed flush against his in an immobilizing and entirely enticing way.  She was gazing down at him, and even in the dim light, he could see the slight amusement, and something else, something almost predatory, in her eyes.  

Mama Crichton raised a smart boy; he knew enough to be a little bit afraid. 

Desperately, he tried for nonchalance.  “Ms. Sun.  Can I help you in any way?” before he realized that that was maybe the wrong question to ask.

She chuckled softly, and dipped her head a little, scenting him, her lips hovering tantalizingly low but just out of reach, and the heavy fall of hair screened out half his visual field in a silky dark curtain that smelled of Aeryn and some exotic musk that rudely assaulted his brain and lungs and kept heading south.  She wiggled her hips a little, just enough to make him jerk his in blind response.  Her smile, not entirely honeyed sweetness, widened. 
 
One last time, before all his wits deserted him.  “Aeryn, honey?  I thought you said – “

She dropped her head the dench or so between them and her lips, soft, warm, heady and urgent, pressed down on his.  She wore her customary black sleep-tank and soft trousers, and that thin layer of cloth was the only thing between the firm press of her breasts against his chest, emphasizing the nudge and scrape of hardening nipples, both his and hers.  She pressed her hips against him again, tilting her head a little and suddenly and insistently probing his mouth with her talented tongue, tracing along his lips and teeth, the roof of his mouth, sinuously stroking and sucking his tongue.  

His wits took off at a dead run for the nearest exit, the cowards. 

He tried to move his hands, to reach for her, pull her closer, but she increased the pressure on her hold and kept them pinned.  He struggled half-heartedly, and then felt her draw away, and opened his eyes to her smoky blue-greys gazing down at him with the patented Aeryn tsk-tsk expression.  

“I see I will have to take firmer measures,” she whispered huskily. 

Man, was he in trouble. 

He tried to arch against her in mild protest, and she ducked her head quickly, licking him warmly and wetly across his Adam’s apple and down his chest, her teeth first grazing his nipple before the hot wet suction of lips and tongue caused a sharp electric sizzle to cut off blood to his brain and speech to his lips.  He was only hazily half-aware when she drew up on her knees, straddling his hips, pressing his burgeoning erection in the hot valley between powerful thighs that gripped him tightly and irrefutably.  He pressed his hips upwards, seeking more of the promised heat in the crevice of her sex, only dimly aware of her movements of untying two leather strips from around her waist.  

She came prepared...

Picking up his unresisting right hand, she looped the soft organic material twice around the wrist, knotted it off efficiently and securely, and leaned over to tie it down to the middle leg of the curved bed.  He gazed at her, kissed-stupid, as she ground her hips against his, pressing his ever-hardening cock deeper into the dampening material of her trousered crotch, offering no resistance whatsoever when she picked up his left hand and bound it similarly to the leg on the other side.  

From her lofty position, she appraised her handiwork of securing the normally recalcitrant human.  He lay with his arms drawn a little away from his sides, not quite a human cross.  Not strapped upside down to the metal sphere in Natira’s boudoir of terror.  He moved his hands, tested the knots to dispelled the unwanted memory, and then dropped his hands, staring up at her, irises large in the baby blues, as she crossed her arms and, slowly and deliberately, pulled her tank top up and off, never taking her eyes off his.  She went no further in garment removal, but allowed him frank appraisal of her now-freed breasts, her pale flesh suffused with a faint blush, nipples dusky-dark with desire.  

She shimmied down along his trapped legs, the hotspot of her sex branding his naked skin as she went.  Leaning down over him, she pressed his erection between her breasts and stroked his flanks with her hands, tracing down over his navel and the treasure trail south with a wicked fingernail.  She chuckled again as she watched his abdominals clench, watched as his lifted head fell back helplessly.  His bound wrists lifted a little within the allowance of his bonds, pale fingers twitching on the dark colored bedding. 

She bent her head and licked slowly around his navel, probing the crevice lightly, as her fingers hooked into the waistband of his boxers and slowly pulled down them, leaving nothing now between her soft-firm breasts smothering his straining weeping cock.  

Did they teach this in Peacekeeper Sex 101…?   

 “Aeryn, please …” his voice was a croak, a desire-choked sound.

Sinuously, moving like a sleek panther, she slid her breasts around and along his shaft, relishing the silky-smooth hardness that was so uniquely male, feeling the upsurging twitch of his penis against her, practically begging her independent of its owner.  As she slid further down, she bent her head, keeping her eyes on John’s tortured face, and drew her tongue languorously across the emerging cockhead, licking all around it thoroughly before opening her mouth over the crown and slowly sucking it in, deep.  

John’s eyes rolled up in his head, his whole body bowed in a single taut muscle.  

Just as slowly, she drew up along the shaft until only the head was lodged in her mouth.  Firm fingers curled around the shaft, imprisoning him further.  The point of her tongue stroked that tiny double ridge just below the head, stroking and flicking just around and under the cap before suddenly diving into the little piss slit, forcing it open like a tiny vagina.  

Some incoherent cry was ripped from his throat, and John saw stars, his whole body teetering on the verge of climax, but thwarted from coming as her fingers tightened around his shaft.  If he could get his tongue to function, he would have been begging nonstop.

“Ohhh, god, Aeryn –“ 

And then she was shifting, pulling his boxers the rest of the way down and off, then moving to thrust her knee between his thighs, peremptorily parting his legs so that she could settle herself between them.  He flexed his knees a little, annoyed that her sleek body was still half-clothed, vaguely frustrated and unbelievably turned on that he was tied so that he could do nothing about it.  And then all thought fled when her tongue stroked slowly first up and then down along the sensitive ridge, descending to his balls, where the hot wetness sent electric spikes into his belly, making his cock attempt to stand up on its own and be counted.  And then, the warm wet tunnel of suction, and he could feel his balls starting to draw up.  

He must have gurgled something, made some sort of protest, because all of a sudden, she was gone, his damp cock left cooling in the wind.  His breath rasped as he lifted his head, seeking her, ready to beg, plead, promise her anything, anything, if she would just -  

At the foot of his bed, Aeryn Sun had just finished removing and tossing aside her sleep pants. She stood still for a moment, regarding him from her towering vantage point with an openly predatory smile.  She was now gloriously naked, a slender lethal figure, side-lit by the dim glow that threw red highlights in her hair, and soft deep shadows across her breasts, her belly, the shadowed junction of her thighs.  

John Crichton was now officially in heaven or hell, and he didn’t give a damn which.  His eyes were enslaved to her sinuously moving form as she crawled back onto the bed, straddling his hips and pressing her hands down on his wrists, locking his arms to immobility – 

- arms and legs manacled to the Chair, the front headpiece slamming down, immobilizing his head, the sickening round-and-round whirling, invisible probes drilling in, searing pain as the memories were ripped from him - 

His whole body snapped, his wrists battling the grip of the tethers and her hands, his legs thrashing against her weight on them.  His eyes were staring wide, irises now pin-points and the blue overbright and wild, seeing nothing by the black leather mask of Scorpius and bright white-hot pins sinking into his head, the detritus of his life hauled without ceremony or permission from his brain, displayed, dissected, critiqued.  

“John.” From somewhere above him, hanging in space, the firm familiar contralto.  “John, come back.”

He jerked his head, and suddenly there was a hand cupping his chin, steadying his thrashing, forcing him to focus on the face above him.  

“John.” Insistent, uncompromising, commanding.  

He could see her.  “I can’t – I can’t – “

“Shh.  You’re here with me.”  He became aware of the warm press of her body, bare breasts and naked belly pressing down on his, her eyes capturing his, her mouth just above his lips.  She watched intensely, recognizing his gradual return from the fugue, and she bent to kiss him, gently at first, like the touch of petals, becoming more firm, more insistent and real.  She undulated her body over his, awarding him the full-body Aeryn-scented skin-on-skin treatment, and the nightmare visions were fading rapidly.  Rubbing him body on body, she sensed his returning focus and renewing interest, and she smiled at him, a rare, rare gift.  Angling her body up a little, she drew the lips of her moist sex along the length of his shaft, stroking it up and down with agonizing slowness, anointing him with her hot liquid silk.  

“Good,” she murmured, approvingly.  “I have your attention again.”

“…always had it, baby,’ he managed to whisper. 

When she stroked her pussy across his cock again, he actually whimpered.  A sound which morphed into a groan when she pressed swollen wet lips down on the head of his cock, and by some trick of her hips or unknowable Aeryn-magic, angled his penis up just enough so that she could sink down on it, sliding down on a slow but complete impalement.  He arched and groaned, and was more than a little pleased with himself when he saw her eyes involuntarily flutter just a little as she drew him out and plunged him back in.  A few more controlled thrusts, and she settled on his hips, his cock buried balls-deep in her clasping heat.  

Reaching down, she stroked his face, drawing his eyes to face her, this difficult, obstinate, foolhardy, incredibly beautiful human male.  She drew her hands down his shoulders and chest to play with the dark hair and puckered nipples.  His eyes never left hers, and she smiled and abruptly and firmly clenched her vaginal muscles around the cock inside her.  Clenched and stroked and tried to suck him into her using those muscles alone.  
 
His strangled cry was deeply satisfying to her ears; he was fully back, the nightmare Chair banished by her efforts alone.  A surge of heady power washed through her, as she clutched his manhood and undulated her hips deliberately and easily, stirring his cock within her tightly clasping channel.  His breath stuttered, his hands straining in their bonds, his toes curling, as she reared up and reached back to cup his upward-drawing balls.  She watched as his eyes rolled back in his head, and she flexed powerful thigh muscles, riding him, feeling the deep flutter in his belly as his balls drew up even more, and with a cry that seemed to echo through Moya’s tiers, he came.  

Her own climax slammed into her at almost the same time, taking her by surprise, as she flung her head back and cried out her release like a tribal call to arms, the shadows of John’s quarters whiting out as she rode the peak contractions grinding hard against his hips.  Muscular waves crashed through her, over and over, and she blindly rode the ecstasy into its backwash of calm ripples and echoes of the maelstrom.  Looking down, she was further surprised by the tears screening in her eyes, locking into John’s baby blues that missed no Aeryn Sun detail despite their half-glazed half-awareness.  

She was magnificent, his hot ex-peacekeeper babe.  Her black curtain of hair clinging to her shoulders and neck in the sheen of sweat, her breasts tight and taut, her belly tense.  Her tear-bright eyes stared down at him, gradually coming back to themselves.  There was the tiniest smile flitting around the corners of her mouth, and he strained the fingers of his bound right hand to touch her knee, to brush the sweat-damp skin with the tip of his index finger.      

She reached down, unfastening his wrists from their soft unbreakable bondage, before stretching out on top of him, one wrist in each hand, massaging absently.  John stirred then, turning them both on their sides in a sated sweaty bundle of arms and legs, keeping them joined, fighting the inexorable onset of sleep and failing miserably. 

_______________ 


Sometime in the middle of the sleep cycle, an annoying male was wrestling her to her feet and herding her into the shower.  She tried to bat him away, but he avoided her easily, and bundled her into the fall of warm cleansing spray.  That was where she came mostly fully awake, and not a little peeved, but he seemed to have anticipated her, pressing his distractingly naked wet body up against hers, pinning her to the wall of the stall.  To further disarm her, he grinned his sexy John Crichton grin, the one that crinkled his eyes just enough to frame the rapacious gleam in them, and then bent and kissed her very thoroughly, before she could engage her brain in gear to push him off.  

Not that she really wanted to, because the hard plane of his chest, his hips and thighs, and his semi-slumbering cock were all in kissing contact with her awakening body.  She responded by slipping her arms around him, running her hands down his back and over the muscular buttocks, where she lifted her hand experimentally to deliver a warning spank.

“Uh-uh, missy,” his voice growled low and dangerous right by her ear.  “Fair’s fair.  It’s my turn.” 

He chuckled at the slight shock registering in her eyes, but didn’t allow it to linger before he dived back in for a deep devouring kiss, feeling her body tense momentarily, and then relax against the wall, allowing him to press in further, to run his hands liberally and efficiently over her body in the slightly slick cleansing spray.

Under other circumstances, he would have happily dallied in the shower with her until Moya ran out of warm water a couple of solar days later, but he had other plans, and once rinsed, he bundled them out, grabbing the light silver sheet that was a Moyan towel, and had done a fair decent job of getting them both mostly dry by the time they fetched up against the foot of his bed.  Without giving her time to adjust, he tipped them both onto it, keeping her beneath him, and was gratified and not a little relieved when he met no significant resistance.  

He adjusted his weight, keeping enough on her to pin her.  From the tangled mess of gold sheets and black fur blankets, a pair of large blue-greys stared up at him.  They locked on him and followed him, as he dipped his head, briefly licking and sucking her nipple, moving from left to right, her soft moans in no way de-intensifying her gaze.  Hovering over her right nipple, he nipped just a little harder, and was rewarded by her groan accompanied by an enticing arch of her back, as if inviting more.  Going for it, he sucked hard at the engorged bud of flesh, his hands hovering over her arms to prevent her from pulling some peacekeeper half-nelson on him.   

Glancing up, he was met with her steady blue-grey stare.  He released her nipple and blew on it, grinning at her little helpless moan of protest.  He pressed his large hands on her forearms and levered himself up.  Reaching over the side, he yanked one of the leather-like ties free, and wrapped it around his fingers, stretched it between his hands, its narrow span pressing down across her throat.  She tensed a little, but made no move to stop him, her expression slightly smirking, challenging.   

Slowly, he drew the dark material up over her face and settled it over her eyes.  Gently, he bent to kiss her lips lightly, just brushing them, and when she lifted her head to seek him out, he tied the blindfold snugly.  

“Don’t move.  Don’t talk,” came the murmured command by her ear.  “Can you do that for me, so I don’t have to tie you?”

It took her a moment to catch her breath, but she nodded, feeling his radiant warmth drawing away from her, and feeling an inexplicable loss.  Her hands lifted involuntarily to find him, but she dropped them back down on the sheet, remembering her oath.  From somewhere in the vicinity of her waist, she heard an infuriatingly smug chuckle.  Followed by a pair of lips making landfall between her breasts, and venturing southwards.  It paused over her navel, and probed lightly, just as she had done to him, the sensation somewhere between an annoying tickle and a guilty thrill, and she suppressed the urge to giggle.  Peacekeepers do not giggle.

And the warm hands were framing her hips as the maddening mouth drifted lower, his body weight trapping her legs so that she could not move, bondage or not.  Her fingers wanted to curl into fists, but she would not allow him the satisfaction.  His agonizingly slow progress down her abdomen made her glare into the darkness of the blindfold.  

A fingertip touched her right hip, followed by a kiss that lingered on the inside slope of the bone, where she knew there was a tiny patch of dark pigmentation she’d worn from birth.  

“Sweet spot on the sweet spot,” he murmured, making about as much sense as he usually did.  But oddly, she was warmed by the tinge of wonder in his voice, that he’d obviously found charming something she’d always considered to be an inconsequential blemish.  

And then he was shifting, hands sliding down to hook behind her knees, lifting and spreading her thighs, settling his body between them, leaving her open to him.  There was a sudden an inexplicable urge to close her legs, to deny him such an unobstructed view of her, but his hands were stroking down her groin, thumbs tracing down on either side of her vagina, and drawing her open, exposing her even more to his sharp blue gaze.  

Her hands balled into fists now, as she lay spread open for his inspection, trying to remain still as he commanded, her belly fluttering with effort. 

She jerked when she felt his tongue stroke along the length of her slit, then first along one side and then the other, lingering over her clitoris, closing his lips around the hardening bud.  Her back arched into the suction, trying to grind deeper into the sensation, when he suddenly drew away, and she wanted to cry out. 

“Don’t move,” his voice was low, more intimately dangerous that she’d ever heard it.  “Don’t make me tie you down.”

For a moment, in the deepest part of her soul, she wished he would tie her down, tightly so that she couldn’t move, so that the responsibility of not moving was taken from her, so that she couldn’t disappoint him.  It was amazing to her how much she didn’t want to disappoint him… 

She drew a breath and forcibly relaxed herself against the sheets of his bed, trying to imagine his scent, his essence enveloping her, strong enough to keep her disobedient body still.  

“Good girl,” the low murmur was suddenly somewhere close above her.  “That’s my good girl.”

A rush of warmth ushered a sudden springing of tears in her eyes that she was glad the blindfold absorbed and hid.  Don’t think, don’t think.

As much as she longed for it, waited for it, when his lips connected again with her most sensitive flesh, she jumped.  Just as she had done with his body, he took his sweet time tasting her, absorbing her flavors, her most intimate perfume, his unwavering attention making her sex weep.  His large hands tightened on her thighs, stilling them, as lips and tongue probed, and then fingers slid down, holding her open as he delved deeper.  Her hands crushed the gold sheets as she fought to stay quiet, stay still. 

And then the suction focused on her clit, and a finger penetrated her, sliding into the slick tight interior, the rough pad sliding along the vaginal wall until it reached that nexus of nerve-endings that sent spikes through her belly and sparks behind her eyes.  She cried out, unable to stop herself, a wholly inadequate defense against the mounting tide, her hands releasing the sheets and groping half-heartedly for contact with him.  Her reaching hands found nothing; he avoided her easily, and then the maddening thrilling suction was back, probing fingers sliding in once more, hooking across that spot unerringly, stroking insistently until the spikes turned into tidal waves that broke and crashed, sending spasms ripping through her body, forcing cries from her throat, the darkness behind the blindfold bleaching to white…

He drove her, again and again, to climax after unrelenting climax, until she became aware, from the soreness of her throat, that she was crying out continuously.  He was without mercy, playing her body to each shattering orgasm like some fine and dangerous instrument, and she wasn’t permitted to stop him, wasn’t permitted to thwart his will.  The whiteness behind her blindfold seemed to be growing with each climax.  Peacekeepers do not faint.

There was a pulsing buzz in her ears that drowned out all other sounds, and a floating sensation that told her, with some dismay, that she did indeed faint, at least momentarily.  She became aware of heavy warm pressure on one thigh, and eventually discerned that he was leaning on her, his head against her groin, one hand splayed across her lower belly, the fingers of the other still lodged within her.  But his movements were gentle now, undemanding, and, seeming to read her returning awareness, placed a kiss on her birthmark, stroking it with his tongue.  Then, slowly, he drew his fingers out of her sensitized sex.  

Shifting again, she felt him between her thighs, easing her legs down flat, the pressure of one hand on her hip.  

“Turn over,” he said quietly.  “I’m not done with you yet.”

Her body moved in obedient response, his hands guiding her as she rolled a little stiffly over and settled on her belly, her arms on either side of her, quiescent.  She shivered when she felt his hands on her thighs, spreading them wide open, kept her waiting while he made himself comfortable.  The depressions on the mattress told her his hands were on either side of her hips, and the heat radiating from his body told her he was very near.  But the first physical contact came when she felt his erection, smooth, hot and hard, drag along the crack of her buttocks, stroking in between and dipping down to where she was slick and burning.  Then he drew away again, and her hips lifted in blind pursuit. 

His hand came down sharply, the heavy spank searingly loud in the quietness.  She jerked against the surprising sting and stilled, biting her lip as she dug deeply for patience that Aeryn Sun was unaccustomed to employing.  By and by, she felt the sinuous stroke of his cock again, between her buttocks, across her slit, the head finding the entrance and penetrating firmly and slowly, while she struggled not to thrust back on him.  But she whimpered – whimpered! for the love of Cholak - until his answering groan redeemed and anointed her.  He was fully seated within her, she could feel the press of his balls against her labia.  Then, just as slowly, just as controlled, he withdrew until his only contact with her was his cockhead.  And then he was sliding in again, so agonizingly slowly that she wanted to scream sebacean obscenities at him.  She could feel the heat radiating from his body, but her sole connect with him was the thick cock impaling her.  

And then his knees pressed up against her thighs, opening her further.  Large hands settled on each hip and began to draw her up to meet each thrust that drove so deep into her that waves of quaking sensation rolled up from her belly and decimated the rest of her.  The liquid slide, the filling in-stroke, the depthless spasms that rocked her – her hands tightened on the sheets, but she lay otherwise quiescent, yielding.  Fair’s fair.

His pace picked up radically, and she could hear his grunts somewhere above her, each inward thrust slamming across that congregation of nerves inside her, ripping orgasms through her even as she heard his last intake of breath before the deep guttural cry of release that followed, his body tight and tense and flushed against her, as if he would sink forever into her.  His hands clutched her hips, the rough hairs of his legs scraping her tender inner thighs even as he sought to deepen the last spasmodic jerks that drove spasms through his body.  Her own climax began to ebb, the last of the contractions clasping his post-orgasmic cock in a hot wet clutch that sent secondary ripples through him, and moans of half-pain half-pleasure that was sweetly triumphant to her ears.   

He shifted with other less pleasurable groans, straightening tight limbs, and dropped his weight on her damp back, bending his head to kiss her shoulders and neck, sliding a hand down to grasp a breast.  She pressed herself into his hand, her body tightening again in the last of the post-coital throes, squeezing his still-captured penis without mercy. 

“Oh, god, honey …” his voice was raw and pleading, his teeth nuzzling her neck a little hard, and she grinned into her blindfolded darkness.  She didn’t move, allowed herself to absorb his weight, drawing shallow breaths and giving him time to recover.

She drowsed a little, until the brush of his lips against her neck roused her.  He adjusted her body some, so that he could turn them both on their sides, pillowing her head on his arm as he drew her hips back with him, keeping them joined.  She angled her body to maintain their contact, even as he drew a heavy leg up and around her, pinning her to him.  She felt his hand on her wild hair, finger-combing it a little to tame it.  His fingers drifted back and forth over the blindfold, as if to tell her that he knew it was still there.  

She waited. 

The fingers drifted down her back, between the shoulder blades, stroking hitherto unknown nerve centers that sent shivery sensations from her spine along her limbs, so that she could feel the residual tingling in the palms of her hands and the soles of her feet.  Reaching the bottom of her spine, the fingers did an about face and traveled back up along the vertebrae, nails re-igniting the sensations along the way, until they disappeared into her hairline and emerged undoing the knot of the blindfold.  

She didn’t try to help him; it was he who had blindfolded her, it was he who had to remove it.  She kept her eyes closed even after it was gone, trying to prolong the moment just a little more.  In the still darkness she could keep the rest of the universe out; there were no neural clones, shadow depositories, mercenaries, ice planets, space storms, distraught and dying friends, or frelling intrusive wormholes.  There was just him and her, free and adrift on his bed, the full spectrum of the colors of deep space shrouding them in isolating terrible beauty.  She felt fingers touching her jaw, encouraging her to turn her head.  When she did, his mouth was waiting for hers, and the kiss was soft and sweet and full of sated wonder. 

Even to her adjusting eyes, she could see the flushed sweaty skin, and the baby blues brightened by unshed tears.  She reached back and brushed his cheek with the backs of her fingers, stroking damp eye lashes.  

She turned away, burrowing herself into the John-scented sheets. 

“I love you,” she said, softly into the darkness. 

His hands on her stilled momentarily, and then drew more tightly around her sweat-damp body possessively.  

And just as softly, out of the darkness, “I love you.”

 
The End
